always been. But during those later years in Florence I
would sometimes comment to her uneasily upon the fact
that she seldom seemed to covet anything for herself- that
it was becoming more and more difficult to give her a
present - and that the only thing that gave her real enjoy-
ment appeared to be the organising of enjoyment for others.
Looking back on that time I think there was some instinct
within me that told me she was loosening her hold on life.
But I am always thankful that we went to Florence, for so
far as any place could give her happiness, and in spite of
much anxiety that weighed her down and could not be
averted, Florence and its beauty and the friends we made
there were restful to her and suited her temperament.
She liked the exchange of simple entertainments and also
the absence of any heavy drinking. She herself was moderate
in everything but smoking and while she might occasion-
ally celebrate with the best and was perfectly able to carry
liquor, she hated what she called the alcoholic mentality
that seemed unable to be convivial and sober.
Then she shared my adoration for Florence itself anj[ on
summer evenings we would walk and walk, exploring the
network of ancient streets or we would drive up to
Fiesole and dine with Isabel Graham-Smith and sit in her
garden looking down on the city.
Siena she loved and San Gimignano, We went to Siena
several times - once with Evguenia and once to show its
beauties to a Russian fiiend of hers who had come to visit
us and once we spent a week there alone together in the old
Palazzo Ravizza that is so unlike an hotel. "We visited that
immense monastery of White Benedictines at Monte
Oliveto. We attended Mass at Santa Caterina's house,
kneeling upon the flags in the saint's little bedroom, and
we discovered that curious old genius Joni, the finest copyist
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